Sin 


Author: smut_polar_bear 
Bands: Stabbing Westward, The White Stripes 
Characters: Christopher Hall, Jack White 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Feb I5 2005 05:41:10 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Longing 


Author's Notes: 

This series was written about a year ago in a journal-based RPG by myself and another writer named Jade. 
The history discussed in this chapter is referred to in later chapters, but essentially all you need to know is 
that the person who wrote Hotei and the person who wrote Warren were the same individual and she 
disappeared. After a month and a half, we stuck Jack and Chris together. Hotei was placed back in Japan and 
Warren back in Australia, where each man is from. Any "posts" that either Chris or Jack refer to are posts 
that were made in each character's RPG journal. Warnings for angst, a guy in panties and references to BDSM, 
but no actual play. 


Title: Longing 

Author: Smutting Polar Bear and Jade 
Rating: NC-I7 

Pairing: Jack White/Chris Hall 

Fandom: Music 

Archive: The Herbyard, LJ 


Disclaimer: If this is real, then l'm a purple elephant with green ears. 


Notes: This series was originally written in a game called RockSnobs. 


Chris sighed softly and tightened his hoodie around him as he stepped off the bus and looked around. He 
wanted to be back in Japan with Hotei.. He'd had shows scheduled, it was his responsibility to come back and 
support his band, so he'd had to go back to LA to practice with the band. But he still missed Hotei. Then again.. 
It wasn't really Hotei that he missed, just the warm feeling of having someone next to him, and of being able 
to submit on a regular basis. He sighed again and tugged his hood over his head as he headed for the door of 
the bar he'd wanted to go to. As he walked in, he got carded (as usual) and looked around, seeing if there was 
anyone he recognized. Wait.. There at the bar was a very familiar mop of stringy ugly hair. He had to keep 
from chuckling as he unzipped his hoodie and headed over to Jack, his sneakers making almost no noise in the 
loud bar. When he reached Jack, he leaned up and whispered into Jack's ear, "Hello, sexy." He felt like being silly 
tonight. Besides, it wasn't like he'd ever admit it to anyone, but Jack's paleness really was somewhat sexy. 


Jack's head snapped around at that, he usually didn't let anyone sneak up on him like that. He must be more 
out of it than he thought. The man (boy? he looked awfully young) who'd just whispered in his ear looked very 
familiar.. and very sexy. Multicolored, long hair, eyeliner around gorgeous blue eyes, and he was Tiny.. His eyes 
traveled down to see ripped, lowcut jeans that didn't meet a shirt, exposing a strip of belly that Jack wanted to 
lick. He dragged his eyes back up to the man's face, and he realized who it was, though they'd never met in 
person. "Chris, right? Chris Hall?" 


Blushing, Chris nodded and sat down on the stool next to Jack. "Nice to finally meet you," he said, his gaze 
traveling over Jack's body. The man looked good in black, and he wore it now in faded jeans and a t-shirt. At 
least his hair was a little less.. garish. He grinned though, and turned to the bartender to order a rum and 
coke before returning his attention to Jack. "So what's up?" Like what you see? he thought, pushing it promptly 
out of his head. He had a boyfriend, so what if said boyfriend was across the fucking Pacific? 


If Jack stared at Chris' body any longer, he'd be up, but instead he said, "Just needed to get out, you know?" 
He ordered another beer from the bartender when he brought Chris’ drink and said, "Let me get that, ok?" 
pulling out his wallet. "It's the least | can do for butting into what was a private conversation," he explained. 


Not to mention pissing off Chris' uptight boyfriend, but that he didn't regret. It had been fun 


"Oh, don't worry about it," Chris smiled, pushing Jack's hands away from the bartender as he reached for his 
wallet. "Hotei's just uptight. He's really possessive of me sometimes." But other times, it seems sort of like he 
couldn't care less.. Chris smiled faintly and sipped at his drink. "So how's your boyfriend?" 


No wonder the man was possessive, thought Jack, but firmly pushed those thoughts out of his head. Warren 
His boyfriend. Who was fuck knows where. "He's fine. | guess." Jack shrugged and took a big drink of his beer. 
"He doesn't like America, he's back in Australia.” And he hadn't even offered to come to Jack's trial, though 
everything had worked out all right. Jack hoped he didn't sound quite as bitter as he felt. 


"You guess?" asked Chris, his gaze on Jack Who the hell would let someone as hot as Jack White out of his 
sight for a minute? God, if Jack were Chris' partner, he'd never let the man go.. Then again, he'd probably be 
too busy sucking that cock he'd seen in pictures, but hey. Oh, crap, he shouldn't think about that.. 


Jack shrugged again. "Time difference, you know, and Warren's not much for sitting around at home so | can 
call him." It occurred to Jack that Warren had only called him once since he'd been back in the States. And that 
was after the trial. "So where's your boyfriend?" asked Jack. "I can't believe he lets you out alone." Because 


Chris was just too sexy to be alone, thought Jack 


Chris blushed and sipped at his drink "He's back in Japan. | had some shows to prepare for, so | came back to 
LA and he had to stay there," he answered quietly. He could hear a faint underlying tone in what Jack said, and 
he wondered if the man still thought he was cute. He'd flirted with him in his journal, when he'd accidentally 
left his crossdressing post open. Hell, it had been a while since the last time Chris had crossdressed, so he 
wore a pair of lacy bikini briefs under his jeans. He couldn't help it. He liked it. 


Ah, so the asshole wouldn't be sweeping down on them any time soon Interesting. Jack noted with even more 
interest Chris' blush. He remembered when he was talking with the man in the journals.. he had wanted to flirt 
then, but had kept it low-key because Chris had a boyfriend. And so did he. But he couldn't stop thinking of the 
mention of crossdressing. He really would love to see Chris that way. "What a shame he isn't here," Jack said 
insincerely, grinning his most charming grin at Chris. "So what brings you out tonight?" he asked. Looking for 


something? Someone? 


"Just wanted to get out of my apartment for a while.. So used to having Hotei around that it's actually too 
quiet, even with music on," Chris answered, looking up at Jack. "That and | was getting a little lonely. He's so far 
away and the guys in the band were all busy, since they didn't know | was coming back just yet. So | just came 
out for a drink" He smiled and shrugged, wondering why he just had the irrational urge to crawl into Jack's lap 
and bury his face in the man's neck. Probably because he reminded him a little of Hotei, in matters of size, 


anyway. "How about you?" 


"Pretty much the same thing," Jack agreed, wondering why he felt a twinge of guilt. There was nothing to feel 
guilty about. He was just having a drink with Chris. There was nothing wrong with that. Even if he couldn't stop 
thinking about what Chris must look like when he crossdressed, or kneeled for his boyfriend.. He was just 
thinking. Nothing more. But god, Chris was pretty.. he realized he was staring at the gap between Chris’ shirt 


and pants and he averted his gaze. 


Chris couldn't help the smile that crossed his face when he saw that Jack was looking at his tummy. He 
decided to play with him a little, just to be silly. No, he wasn't horny in the slightest, and Jack's looking wasn't 
turning him on. Or so he told himself. "What? Are my panties showing?" he asked as he looked down, his 
fingers sliding just inside his jeans. 


Oh, he was busted. But.. panties? Was Chris serious? If the man was wearing women's panties right now Jack 
just might explode. He had to clear his throat before replying, "No, they aren't. 'm sorry for staring. | just 
couldn't help myself” Well, honesty was a good policy. "You're very sexy, Chris. | meant that when | said it 


before." 


Blushing deeply, Chris hitched the side of his jeans down to show Jack his panties and said, "Now they are..” He 


slipped the denim back up and finished off his drink, setting down some cash for another. "You're sexier, 
though.. Even with your hair all funky." He grinned and placed his hand on Jack's thigh, only inches away from 
the man's cock. He couldn't help it, nor could he figure out why he was doing it. Being away from Hotei had 


made him realize some things about the man and he wondered if he still loved him. Or if he ever really had. 


Fuck. Jack was sure he whimpered then. Lacy panties, sitting low on those slim hips... Jack wanted to rip off 
Chris‘ jeans and see the outline of his cock through them. God, that was hot.. and his hand on his thigh... Chris 
was coming on to him, that was more than clear, and his body was ready for him. But.. why? "Chris," he 
moaned, not moving. God, he was so hard.. 


Chris just smiled shyly and squeezed Jack's thigh before removing his hand and wrapping it around his glass. 
"So why are you looking tonight if you have a boyfriend?" he asked softly, knowing exactly why he was looking 
tonight. 


Jack caught his breath, his hormones waging war with his brain. He was used to being hit on, but not by a 
sexy man wearing lacy panties. And it had been a while since he'd left Australia, so he was really fucking 
horny. His own hand just wasn't as good as someone else's. Or their mouth.. and Chris had the sexiest mouth. 
Above all, Jack was feeling neglected, and he wanted to feel wanted. "I was looking because it was a lovely view," 
he said honestly. "I couldn't help myself." Just like he couldn't help but flirt with Chris. He signaled for another 


round of drinks. 


"Neither could |," Chris murmured, looking carefully into Jack's eyes. "| don't.. normally do this. | haven't cheated 
in years, not since my marriage ended." He didn't want to say that his cheating was the cause of his marriage 
ending. He didn't want to think about how much it would hurt Hotei to do this to him, but he couldn't help 


himself. 


Jack was caught in those blue eyes, and he almost couldn't believe they were discussing this. But he was 
undeniably attracted to Chris, he had been the first time he'd seen a Stabbing Westward video. "Neither have 
|," he said softly. He'd been trying to behave, but he was so hard and Chris was so pretty.. and wanted him 
too.. He couldn't help it. He reached over and quickly ghosted his fingers across Chris' bare skin, just above his 


Jeans. 


Chris moaned as softly as he could before resting his head on Jack's shoulder. "I can't." he whimpered, 
scooting closer to Jack. "l. | need to feel wanted.. And he's been getting distant and when | get emotional, he 
acts like it doesn't matter.” He slipped a hand between Jack's legs, pressing gently on his erection 


Jack gasped and arched up against Chris' hand automatically. His heart also ached for Chris; who would let 
such a gorgeous creature feel unwanted? He wrapped his arm around Chris, pulling him closer, and said softly, 


"He's a bastard then. You deserve so much more." He couldn't believe this was happening. 


He couldn't help it.. Jack's words were making him want to, so Chris crawled into Jack's lap, straddling his 
strong thighs. "So do you.. Hotei's not the only bastard if you've been left alone," he said softly, ignoring the 


groans of the people surrounding them. 


"Oh god,” moaned Jack He had a very pretty man in his lap, and they were in public.. His cock pulsed, though, 
having no problem with the situation "Chris... l." His hands slid down Chris‘ back of their own accord. He wasn't 
strong enough to resist, and to be honest, he didn't want to. Warren had his own life, and he didn't seem to fit 


into it very well. 


"They don't need us.. They both live across the ocean and we both live in the States.. How the hell are 
relationships like that supposed to work out?" Chris softly asked, not really expecting an answer. He rested his 
hands on Jack's shoulders, nuzzling into the larger man's neck. "Will you come home with me?" He really 


shouldn't be doing this.. He couldn't cheat. He couldn't be a bad boy and do this to Hotei.. But he needed to be 


warm again. 


Moaning, Jack knew he was lost. Chris felt perfect against him, in his lap, and it had been too long since he'd 
had such a submissive lover. Warren loved Jack to hurt him, but he wasn't submissive. There was a big 


difference. He closed his eyes and whispered, "Yes." 


Chris smiled and closed his eyes. "Thank you," he whispered. "We don't even have to do anything unless you 
want to, | just don't want to be alone tonight.. And if my intuition is right, neither do you." He slipped off of 
Jack's lap and smiled sheepishly at the bartender, leaving more than enough cash on the bar before taking 

Jack's hand. "Shall we?" 


Jack nodded, not looking at the bartender. Hopefully no one knew who they were. He knew there was little 
chance of them not having sex, with both of them as needy as they were. They needed the comfort of each 


other's bodies. "| don't have a car," he murmured. "Shall | hail a cab?" 


"Yes, please," Chris murmured, lacing his fingers with Jack's. He was slightly amazed at how well his hand fit in 
Jack's larger one, but it was nice. He smiled up at Jack as he led him out of the bar and onto the street. 


The cool LA air did nothing to lessen Jack's arousal. Was he really doing this, going home with another man's 
boy? But that boy was pretty, lonely, and wanted him, and he just didn't want to be alone any more. He 
wrapped his arm around the smaller man, bringing Chris flush against his body, and he felt incredible next to 
him. A taxi finally stopped and Jack opened the door for Chris. Something about him made Jack want to do 
things like that. 


Chris actually blushed when Jack opened the door for him. He climbed into the cab and held his hand out, 
tugging Jack in after him. Once Jack was settled and the door was shut, Chris crawled back into his lap, settled 
sideways this time, and snuggled close. Then he gave the cabbie his address before taking Jack's hand in his 


own. 


Jack breathed deeply, taking in Chris‘ scent. He wrapped his free arm around Chris, pulling him close, moaning 
softly when the smaller man's thigh pressed against his erection. "You're beautiful, Chris," he whispered, 
pressing a soft kiss to his cheek. He couldn't help it; he felt better, just with a warm, willing body in his arms. 
He was weak, but he didn't care right now. All that mattered was Chris. 


Closing his eyes, Chris buried his face in Jack's neck. The man shouldn't say things like that.. He'd make Chris 
want him instead of Hotei, who usually only said things like that to him when Chris was upset or pouting or 
doing some sexual thing. The more he thought about it, the less he wanted to stay with Hotei, and sitting in 
Jack's lap seemed less wrong. "What do you want to do to me?" he asked softly, only slightly conflicted about 


wearing Jack's marks while he was still technically Hotei's boy. 


Jack moaned at Chris’ phrasing; the submissive tone made him even harder. But this wasn't just about him. 
"What do you want, Chris? Tell me what you like." He almost couldn't believe Chris was in his lap, but the man 
fit so well, like he was meant to be there. 


"| just want to be warm again," Chris murmured, snuggling closer. "Don't care how, just want to be warm." He 


kissed Jack's neck softly, letting his fingers trail up the larger man's side. "What do you want tonight?" 


"To make you warm," Jack said honestly, touched by the delicate singer. "Whatever it takes." It struck him that 
this was what he was missing, someone who needed him. Warren wanted him, but didn't need him. There was a 
difference. 


"That works," Chris said wryly. He liked being in Jack's arms, because he felt like Jack really wanted him, like he 
needed him. Hotei only sometimes made him feel like that, and that was when Hotei was horny. "Will you beat 


me, please?" he whispered, leaning up to Jack's ear. 


"IIl do anything you want," purred Jack, stroking Chris' back Chris brought out all his dominant feelings, 
including protective ones. He had to watch himself; in the mood he was in he could get addicted to Chris. 


"Do the same for you," Chris purred back, arching his back just slightly. The cab chose that moment to stop 
out in front of his building and although he pouted, he slipped off of Jack's lap and got out. He paid the cabbie, 
took Jack's hands and led him up to the front of the building. 


Jack walked with Chris, taking a deep breath. He was really doing this, going to a man's apartment with every 
intention of fucking him into the mattress. He glanced down at Chris, and all doubt fled; the smaller man looked 


gorgeous and sexy and he wanted him. 


As Chris led Jack up to his apartment, he couldn't quite believe he was actually doing it. He was going to cheat 
on Hotei.. But Jack's hand in his reminded him that he wasn't the only cheater and for some reason, that made 
him feel better. He smiled up at him as he opened the door to his apartment and showed him inside. 


Jack just couldn't wait; he needed to feel Chris against him or he was going to explode. He turned to the 
smaller man and murmured, "Want to kiss you, Chris," and stepped closer. It wouldn't feel real until he held the 


man in his arms. 


Chris smiled hesitantly and leaned up to wrap his arms around Jack's neck, kissing him softly. "That better?" he 
asked quietly, looking up at him. Something about this man seemed to be drawing him, moreso than Hotei had. 


"Better," agreed Jack, arms tightening around Chris. "But | want more," he added, sliding his hands down over 
the man's ass and lifting him up to waist level. Chris weighed practically nothing. 


"Okay then," Chris laughed, wrapping his legs around Jack's waist. "How much more?" He kissed Jack teasingly 
and asked, "That much more?" Then he kissed him again, slowly sliding his tongue into Jack's mouth to deepen 


the kiss. 


Jack moaned into Chris‘ mouth, holding him tight against his body as he swept his tongue into the other man's 
mouth. God, Chris tasted good, tasted of alcohol and need. He tightened his hands on the man's buttocks, 
anxious to get his hands all over him. He slowly moved until he had Chris pressed up against the door. Chris 
was making him forget about everything except their bodies, right now. 


Chris purred happily, curling his tongue around Jack's questing one, his arms and legs tightening around the 
man. He felt so good, tasted so good; god, he wanted him.. "Beat me please," he murmured into the kiss, 
bumping his nose against Jack's. "Please.. Want you to." 


Jack nodded, backing up and letting Chris slide to the ground. He gasped when the man slid over his arousal, and 


said, "Tell me what you like" He wasn't sure how much Chris wanted, 


"| like pain.. Just, no belt, no cane. | have a flogger in my closet if you'd like to use that, or you can spank me," 
Chris said softly, looking up at Jack "Hotei never used a flogger, and your hands are different... Please." He 
leaned up, kissing Jack softly. He wanted pain, he wanted to hurt, he wanted to belong to someone who wanted 
him. 


Jack nodded. He always preferred using his hands, it seemed more personal. "I'd like to spank you," he said 
softly. He bet that Chris would fit perfectly on his lap. He wanted to make the smaller man feel good, chase 
away that haunted look 


"Okay," Chris agreed, sliding his arms around Jack's waist. "Do you want anything first or do you just want to 
go to the bedroom?" God, the question was so absurd. 


"I just want you, Chris," Jack said softly, looking down at the smaller man. "You're incredible and | want to make 


you feel good” 


"Come on, then” Locking the door, Chris took Jack's hands and led him into the bedroom, closing that door 
behind them. He looked up at Jack, letting his hands slide over the man's chest and stomach, and tilted his 
head. He regarded Jack for a moment, wondering.. "What would you do if | changed my mind about the 
spanking?" he asked softly. Suddenly, he didn't want pain anymore. He just wanted to be held and be warm and 
be slowly fucked into Heaven, 


Jack looked at Chris; the smaller man looked so vulnerable, and he had an overwhelming urge to make 


everything better for him. He knew what it was like to be lonely, to just want someone nearby. "I told you I'd 


do whatever you want, Chris. I'll just hold you, or we can make love. It's enough just to touch your beautiful 


body," he said honestly. 


Chris nodded slowly and thought about it. "Lets make love.. Slowly. | haven't done that in a long time.. The last 
time | did was in the backseat of a cab," he said, blushing. It was always rough with Hotei, except when they 
were in public. He missed slow, easy sex. He leaned up again and kissed Jack softly, slipping his arms around the 


larger man. 


"| haven't either," Jack admitted. But it seemed right, for the two of them. They could console each other and 
give each other pleasure. He'd worry about everything else tomorrow. Chris needed him, and he needed Chris. "| 


think it sounds wonderful." He traced Chris’ full lips reverently, before kissing him again. 


"Okay," Chris mumbled into the kiss, nuzzling at Jack's cheek after it ended. He took Jack's hands again and led 
him toward the bed before looking up at him and pulling his hoodie off, then his t-shirt. He toed his sneakers 
off and reached for Jack, pulling him close by the lapels of his jacket before tenderly sliding the leather off of 


him. 


Oh, Chris looked even smaller without his shirt.. but his upper body was well-defined and sexy. He pulled off his 
own shirt, wanting to feel skin against skin. He was nowhere near as gorgeous as Chris, but he'd been working 
out and he'd lost some weight lately. He pulled Chris against him again, sliding his hands over the man's smooth 
skin 


Fuck, but those hands felt nice.. Chris purred softly and slid his hands up Jack's back, smiling a little as he 
rested his cheek on Jack's chest. This was just a one-night thing.. That was all. He didn't even have to tell 
Hotei. But then why did he feel so utterly content with another man's hands on him? He decided he didn't care 


and slowly began to work Jack's jeans open, gracefully lowering himself to his knees as he pulled them down, 


Oh fuck.. Chris looked like he was born to be on his knees. His cock throbbed, ready to be released from his 
jeans. He ran a hand gently through Chris' hair. He really should be feeling guilty, but all he could feel was how 
perfect this all was. They wanted each other. 


This wasn't how Chris wanted tonight to end.. This wasn't about submission and domination, like that first night 
with Hotei had been, this was just about them, being happy. So instead of sucking on the cock he saw when he 
pulled Jack's jeans down, he just pulled the jeans all the way off and stood back up, smiling impishly. "Thought 


you might want to untie my jeans.." he murmured, slipping his arms around Jack's now-naked waist. 


"le wanted to, all night," Jack smiled, and dropped his hand down to the drawstring and tugged at the bow. It 


came loose and Jack pulled at the material so the jeans could come off. "Ever since | saw you, | wanted to." 


Chris blushed deeply and stepped out of the jeans, the movement putting him closer to Jack. "Hm.." he 
pretended to ponder. "You're naked and I'm only in lacy panties.. And we're both hard.. And we both like men.. 
Whatever shall we do?" He smiled shyly and gave Jack a soft kiss before crawling onto the bed. 


All Jack could do for along moment was stare at Chris. To him, there weren't many things hotter than a 
pretty boy, hard in lacy panties. "| think we can think of something," he purred, crawling on the bed to straddle 
Chris' thighs. He reached out to trace the edge of the panties. "God, you're sexy," he moaned. 


"If you say so," Chris murmured, his hands gliding down the hot skin covering Jack's chest. "I think you're 
better." He smiled and kissed him tenderly, one of his hands sliding down between Jack's legs to cup his 
arousal. His smile turned shy as he asked quietly, "Is this for me?" 


Jack's breath hitched when Chris touched him, and he purred, “All for you, baby.. been hard for you since | 
saw you tonight." He was quickly forgetting everything else but what it felt like to be wanted He needed this. 


Blushing, Chris gently slid his hand over Jack's cock, stroking him slowly. "I'm glad.. Been hard for you, too," he 
purred back, taking Jack's hand and placing it over his own erection "That's for you." He smiled shyly and kissed 
him softly. 


Jack moaned into the kiss and moved his hand slowly over Chris' hard cock, through the material of his 
panties. "Wanted you even before, when | saw your post about crossdressing." he whispered when the kiss 


ended. "You deserve someone who takes care of you, Chris," he said, leaning down to kiss the man's neck. 


Jack needed to stop saying things like that.. He'd make Chris want him instead of Hotei. "So do you, Jack," he 
murmured, kissing his temple. "Maybe its a good thing | left that post open." He certainly didn't mind having 
Jack's hand on his panties.. 


Jack traced Chris' hard length through the material, and said, "If it led to you being in my arms tonight, | think 
its a very good thing." If Jack believed in fate, he might have thought it had brought them together tonight. 


Chris moaned softly, lifting his hips into Jack's hand as he continued stroking him. "I'd have to agree." he said 


softly, nuzzling under Jack's chin. "So what do you want to do now?" 


Jack slid one finger under the edge of Chris' lacy panties, just brushing at the tip of his cock. "| want to take 
these lovely panties off you, then | want to make love to you. Want to be inside that sweet body," he purred. 
"Want to make you feel good." 


"| want you to," Chris sighed, rubbing up against Jack's finger. "Please. | have lube and condoms in the 
nightstand drawer." He leaned up, kissing him hungrily. "You feel so good against me.." 


Jack moaned into Chris' mouth; he couldn't get enough of the other man's taste. As he kissed him, he slid his 
hand into Chris' panties and wrapped his fingers around his hard cock He squeezed and stroked lightly, and 


pulled back to see the smaller man's pretty face. "You feel perfect under me," he whispered. 


Chris sighed happily and wrapped his legs around Jack's waist, bucking up into the hand on his cock "You feel 
perfect on top of me," he whispered back, smiling shyly. "Um... If everything goes well.. Do you want to do this 
again at some point?" He couldn't help asking. He really, really liked the way Jack felt on top of him and near 


him and the way Jack looked at him and spoke to him and treated him like what he wanted really mattered and 
he wasn't just being indulged. 


"God, yes," Jack answered immediately, then blushed slightly. "I'd really like that," he added more slowly, then 
smiled. "If you're not disappointed in me, of course,’ he added. He slid his hand lower into the panties, cupping 
Chris’ balls and letting his fingers just brush against his perineum. If Chris was his he'd never let him spend a 


night alone.. 


"| could never be disappointed in you," Chris murmured without thinking about it. His mind was completely 


focused on the way Jack's hand felt on him and he sighed contentedly. He hadn't felt this with Hotei.. 


Jack had also never felt this way with Warren, he doubted the man had it in him to be this tender and 
tentative. It just wasn't him. But Chris.. he was so responsive, and he needed him tonight. Whatever else 
happened, they'd given each other something they needed. What could be wrong with that? He slid his finger 


higher, just touching Chris' entrance, waiting to enter until he had some lube. He wanted to go slowly for once, 


make Chris ache for it. He ached for Chris. 


Moaning softly, Chris leaned up to attach his mouth to one of Jack's nipples. The man's skin tasted kind of 
cinnamon-y, as if he'd had it rubbed all over him. Oh, great, now there was an image of Jack covered in 
whipped cream and strawberry shortcake floating through his head. Even without that image, he wanted more 


of Jack. 


Gasping, Jack arched; his nipples were incredibly sensitive. "Chris," he moaned, and tugged on the panties. "Want 
these off you, want you naked for me," he moaned. He wanted to feel all of Chris against him. 


Chris purred and slipped his mouth off to look up at Jack, tilting his head a little. "So take them off.. Hell, rip 
them off if you want," he moaned back, lifting up to rub against him. "I don't mind.. | have more." He grinned 


wickedly and leaned up for a kiss. 


Part of Jack wanted to do just that, rip them off Chris then buy him a dozen more.. but he wanted this to be 
soft and slow. So after he'd kissed Chris, he started kissing lower, down his chest. He paused to suck at one 
ripple, then the other, as he eased the panties down. 


Oh god.. If Jack got any sweeter, Chris would cry, and he didn't want to do that. Jack was so wonderful.. Hotei 
would have-- No, Chris wasn't going to continue comparing Jack to Hotei. This was their night, their time 


together. He wasn't about to let memories and comparisons taint it. 


Jack kissed lower, nibbling at Chris' lower stomach, licking at his hipbones like he'd wanted to do in the bar, all 
the while gently easing off the panties. He avoided his hard cock, though, as he slid the panties all the way off. 
He looked up at Chris, completely revealed to him, and whispered, "Beautiful." 


Chris moaned, sliding his hands through Jack's hair as the man moved down his body and when he called him 
beautiful, he blushed deeply. "No, I'm not." he whispered back, pulling Jack close. "So stop saying things like 


that.. You'll make me cry." He smiled wryly and slipped his arms around Jack's neck, kissing him tenderly. 


Jack kissed back, sucking Chris tongue into his mouth, then releasing it. "Don't want to make you cry," he 
breathed, looking deep into the other man's eyes. "But you are beautiful, baby. | say so." He captured Chris’ 


mouth in another slow, sweet kiss so the man couldn't deny his statement. 


Whimpering into the kiss, Chris closed his eyes tight to ward off the tears that threatened. He didn't want to 
cry, didnt want this to turn bad, but the fact that this man thought he was beautiful and had always thought 
so was just.. He couldn't put a word to it, but he wanted the feeling to stay. 


Jack was stunned by the emotion that seemed to crackle between them, and they were virtual strangers. He 
tried to tell himself that it was because they were both feeling lonely and neglected, but it still felt fucking 
intense. He pulled back from the kiss, and whispered, "Let me make you feel good, Chris. Let me take away the 


sadness." 


"Please," Chris murmured, nipping at Jack's jaw. "Let me do the same for you." He sighed happily and slipped 
his legs around Jack. "We both deserve it." He wanted to give Jack memories to look to on nights when he was 


away from his lover. Hell.. If both their lovers were upset enough, maybe they could be together instead. 


Jack couldn't help but hope that he'd get another chance to touch Chris, but he tried to concentrate on this 
moment, this night. "Where's the lube, baby, want to be inside you." He couldn't stop kissing and touching the 


smaller man, everywhere. 


"The nightstand," Chris managed between kisses. He ran his hands over Jack's chest and arms, smiling as he did 
so. "Condoms are in there, too." He tweaked Jack's nipples, smirking just slightly. 


Jack nodded and reached for the drawer, reaching in to pull out a tube and a foil packet. He put the packet 
down and got some of the lube on his fingers. He kissed Chris again, pushing the man's legs apart as he slipped 


his hand between them. He moved his fingers back, teasing gently at Chris' entrance. 


Chris moaned happily, lifting his hips in offering. "Feels good," he sighed, sliding his hands over Jack's skin again. 
He liked this.. Nice and slow, gentle, almost loving. He really liked this. 


‘Is supposed to," Jack responded happily. He ached for Chris, but it was no hardship to go slowly. He wanted 
to savor this night. He gently pressed one finger into Chris' body. "You're so tight, baby,’ he murmured. 


Ohhh, that felt good. Chris mumbled happily and lifted his hips higher, wanting more. Jack had such nice 
fingers.. Chris couldn't wait to feel his cock in him, slowly fucking him into the bed. 


And he was so responsive.. Jack moved his finger in and out, bending down to bite at Chris' neck gently. He 


followed the bite with a kiss, adding another finger. 


"Oh," Chris moaned, writhing just a little. "Please.. Feels so good.” He whimpered slightly, tipping his head back to 


offer Jack more of his neck. 


Chris’ pleas made Jack even hotter, especially because he hadn't even asked for them. This wasn't a scene, it 
was just the two of them, making love. It was wonderful. Jack worked his fingers in and out of Chris, seeking 


out his prostate, while he showered kisses on him. 


And then Jack's calloused fingertips brushed Chris' prostate and he gasped, bucking up. "Right there.. Feels so 
good, right there please." he begged, tipping his head under Jack's to kiss along his neck 


Jack deliberately stroked again, over Chris' prostate, wanting to hear the smaller man make more lovely 


sounds. "Imagine when my cock is inside you, baby," he purred. 


Chris gave a shuddering moan, tightening his legs around Jack. "God, | want to feel it.. Feels so good already, 
can't wait, Jack," he breathed, his breath slowly coming faster. 


Jack moaned, holding himself back. "Just a little more, Chris, don't want to hurt you," he said. He knew Chris 
liked pain, but he didn't want that tonight. 


‘Okay... | just wanted to say l'm looking forward to it," Chris smiled, pinching Jack's nipples. He kissed Jack again, 
hungrily. 


"So am l, Chris, you have no idea how much," moaned Jack, moving his fingers faster. "Cant wait, you're so 
sexy, want you so bad." He couldn't stop kissing Chris, either. The man's mouth was addictive, as was the rest 


of him. 


The more Jack fucked him with his fingers, the more Chris began to mewl and writhe, begging between kisses. 


"Please, want you, please take me, please," he murmured, nuzzling at Jack's cheek. 
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Chris was driving him crazy with need; his begging was exactly what Jack loved, and he withdrew his fingers. 
"Want to be inside you, Chris," he moaned, sliding on the condom and slicking it. He ran his hands down the 
inside of Chris’ thighs. "How do you want it, beautiful?" he asked softly. God, Chris was sexy... 


Snapping his eyes shut, Chris whispered, "I thought | asked you not to call me that." As good as it made him 
feel, it also made him feel sad. The more time he spent with Jack tonight, the less he wanted to return to 
Hotei's arms and bed. And Jack hadn't even taken him yet. "On my back, please.. Want to see you during." 
Otherwise he'd probably call him Hotei's name. 


‘lm sorry, Chris, I'm just telling the truth," Jack replied, upset that he'd made Chris sad. Right now he hated 
Hotei, for making Chris not think he was beautiful, for not appreciating him enough, for Chris being his. But 
Chris wanted to be taken on his back, and Jack was happy with that, it was more intimate. 


Its not your fault," Chris whispered, sliding his arms around Jack's neck. "It's just.. If you keep saying things 
like that, you'll make me want to leave Hotei for you.. And you have a boyfriend." He couldn't be dishonest 


about that. He needed to tell Jack the truth, so he did, and he kissed him softly, tightening his legs around 


Jack's waist. "Please take me.. Make me forget" 


Jack closed his eyes; he didn't really want to reminded of Warren right now, when he was about to drive his 
hard cock into another man. Because right now, he wished that Chris was his boyfriend instead So yes. Make 
Chris forget, make himself forget. That's what they were here for. Nothing more. He wondered why that 


thought made him want to cry as he nodded, pressing forward so his cock began to enter Chris. 


Chris moaned loudly as Jack started to push into him, his body stretching around Jack's cock. "Ohhh, you feel 
good." he panted, tightening his legs around Jack's waist. All he could feel right now was how much Jack filled 
him and the twitching of his cock against his lower stomach. 


"Oh, Chris," moaned Jack, head thrown back as he concentrated on entering Chris slowly. "You feel so good.. so 
hot." He slid in slowly, trying to forget everything else. He looked down at the pretty man underneath him, and 
the rest of the word didn't matter any more. All that existed was the two of them. 


"Jack." Chris breathed, his hands sliding down Jack's back Why the hell did infidelity have to feel so good? He 
pushed the thought out of his head almost as soon as it appeared, wanting to concentrate on the moment, the 
night with Jack and not anything else. Even though he had a sudden visual of himself collared at Jack's feet, a 


visual that was clearer than any Chris had ever had of himself and Hotei. For some reason that made him feel 


a little better, although it shouldn't have. 


"Oh god,” Jack couldn't keep from moaning. Chris' body gripped him so perfectly, caressing him sweetly and he 
was going to have to really concentrate on not coming right away. He was cheating on Warren, no way to 
sugarcoat that, he was fucking another man, but right now that just made it hotter. He started to thrust 
slowly, trying to keep control. He wanted this to last forever, wanted Chris over and over. He wanted this 


gorgeous man to be only his. He knew he was far too possessive for his own good. "So tight, baby, so hot.” 


Gasping, Chris started to lift up and meet Jack's thrusts, so slow and careful.. Hotei -- fuck, he needed to stop 
comparing Jack to Hotei! The more he did it, the more he wanted this to last more than just the night and he 
couldn't have that. "You're so big, so hot and hard," he breathed, clamping down tightly. 


"Oh fuck, baby," groaned Jack as Chris tightened around him. Chris made him feel so good, so big, so hard, like 
no one ever had before. He wasn't sure why, but he couldn't get enough. He thrust a bit faster, still being 
careful, but wanting to drive Chris insane with pleasure. "Does it feel good, Chris?" He had to know. 


"Uh huh," Chris nodded, his hips still rocking as one of his hands wrapped around his cock. "Feels wonderful." 
God.. He already wanted more than just tonight. He wanted to wake up with Jack and make love again in the 
morning and do it again for as long as they could. This felt so much better than it ever had with Hotei and he 
wasn't sure why. 


"Chris," Jack moaned, "You feel so good." So good that he wanted this again and again, wanted to be able to 
bury himself in Chris every night. He wanted to tell the smaller man that he was beautiful again, but he bit it 


back, knowing that Chris didn't want to hear it. With every stroke, he went higher, and was more sure that he 
wasn't going to let this be the only time. He bent down and kissed Chris, occupying his mouth with Chris’ 
tongue so he didn't say something to make the smaller man unhappy again. He just wanted to hear him scream 


his name. Over and over. 


As Jack began to thrust over Chris' prostate every time he moved in, Chris couldn't help but mewl happily. He 
dug his nails into Jack's shoulders, tightening his legs even more as he stroked himself faster. "Please.. So good, 
Jack," he panted, his body tensing as he neared orgasm. 


"Please what, baby?" Jack moaned, thrusting deeper. "You feel so good, want to make you scream..” He was 
losing it fast, intoxicated by Chris and his sweet responsive body. He still tried to keep the pace slow, trying to 
prolong the feelings. 


"Wa-- Want to come," Chris gasped out, his hand moving faster. "Please.." Fucking hell, Jack was good.. And 
besides that fact, he was sweet and caring and he made Chris feel good about things. Jack kept moving over 


his prostate and even though Chris heard Jack say he wanted him to scream, he was well on his way anyway. 


Jack realized that Chris was waiting for permission to climax, and he thrust faster, moaning, "Yes, Chris, please 
come, you're so fucking beautiful," he gasped, not realizing what he was saying. "Come for me, scream for 
me." He was so close too, but he needed to see Chris' face when he came. Came for hm. 


Chris swallowed hard, his voice eventually rising in a sharp scream as he came, clamping down tightly around 
Jack and spilling over his fingers. Fucking hell.. He wasn't sure if he'd ever come that hard with Hotei, but - 
goddammit, he needed to stop that! Then Jack's words hit him, he'd called him "fucking beautiful", and he closed 
his eyes tight, biting back his emotions until Jack finished. 


Chris' scream was what Jack had been wanting, waiting for. He watched the smaller man's face twist in 
ecstasy, and felt his insides twist with unaccustomed emotion. What was wrong with him? But then Chris 
clamped down around him, and Jack couldn't hold back any more. With a growl, he came hard, slamming once 


more into Chris and gasping his name. It was so different, more intense, and completely fucking amazing. 


Once Jack came, Chris finally allowed all of his emotions to come crashing down on him. It's not like he could 
help it.. The intensity of his orgasm left him raw and he whimpered, lifting his hands to his face to hide the 
tears slipping out as he quietly sobbed. He didn't move away, though. Despite how sad he felt, he didn't move 


away from Jack. 


Jack stared down at Chris.. he was crying! What had he done? "Oh god, Chris, what's wrong?" he said, moving 
off him, throwing away the condom quickly and taking the smaller man in his arms. He hadn't expected this, 


wasn't prepared for it, he was still dazed from his own release. "Chris.." 


Chris sobbed quietly, curling his arms around Jack and crawling into his lap. "My angel, my reluctant whore, 
decided you can take no more," he whispered, his voice shaking as he recalled old lyrics about a one-night 


stand. "So let's fuck until we fall asleep, please don't wake me when you leave." He buried his face in Jack's 


neck and whispered one more line, this one from the chorus. "Just promise to kiss me before you go." He didn't 
want Jack to leave. He knew he'd been bad, but he didn't want to be good again if it meant going back to Hotei 


and leaving this wonderful man. 


Jack held Chris tight, knowing that there was little else he could do. Guilt was starting to hit him now, now 
that the pleasure had faded He'd cheated on Warren, but he couldn't bring himself to regret it. All he 
regretted was hurting his boyfriend. And now, making Chris so upset. But they'd both wanted it, needed each 
other, comforted each other. It couldn't be that wrong, could it? Two lonely people keeping each other 
company? But why did it seem like more? He felt connected to Chris in a way that had nothing to do with sex. 
He rocked Chris back and forth, and whispered to him that it would be all right. Jack had no idea if it would or 
not, but he said the words, hoping they would help. 


| d-- l-- | don't w-- want you t-- to g-- go," Chris cried, clinging tightly. "P-- Please, don't g-- go." He felt 
so bad for breaking down, but he couldn't help it.. It wasn't so much that he'd cheated, hell, Hotei was probably 
doing the same damn thing with another pretty young thing who wanted to be hurt. He just.. He didn't want to 
have to tell him. If this had been with him, Hotei would have told him to calm down, that it didn't matter, that 
he was just being silly. So Jack holding him did make a difference, and as his body slowly stopped trembling, he 


kept his hold on him. "Please.. Don't want to wake up alone again" 


Oh, god... Jack melted just a little more, and he knew he was in trouble. He continued to rock Chris, rubbing the 
smaller man's back, and said, "I'm not going anywhere. | promise, Chris. I'll stay as long as you need me." As 
those words came out, he wondered just what he'd meant by that particular phrasing. Well, he didn't have 


anything to do tomorrow, so he could stay. He really really didn't want to leave. Ever. 


"Thank you," Chris murmured, wishing Jack could stay with him forever and Hotei would just stay in Japan and 
Warren in Australia. He finished crying and lifted his head to look at Jack, ignoring his tear streaks. "I really 
mean that.. Thank you. For everything tonight. | didn't mean to break down like that." 


Oh, Chris looked so vulnerable right now that Jack felt like crying himself.. "Don't thank me. | want to be here, 
with you," he murmured. "And | still think you're beautiful, and | won't stop saying it. It's true." He brushed 


away a tear from Chris’ cheek. 


Blushing, Chris tipped his head into Jack's hand, kissing his palm. "And you're wonderful," he murmured back. 
"But | think we could both do with a shower.. I'm all sticky and now you are too, from holding me." He smiled a 


little and scooted closer. "Want to take one together and conserve water?" 


‘I'd love to," responded Jack immediately, glad that Chris seemed to be feeling better. He gathered Chris in his 
arms and stood, lifting him easily. "ls this ok?" he asked, hoping it didn't bring back any thoughts of his 
boyfriend. 


Chris squealed when Jack picked him up, kicking his legs a little and squirmed closer in Jack's arms. "S'fine," he 
murmured contentedly. "The bathroom's the next door down." He wondered what Jack would look like with water 


and soap flowing over him.. He'd probably look beautiful. 


Jack tried his best not to think about how perfectly Chris fit in his arms. He found the bathroom and got the 
door open with Chris' help, then realized he had to put the smaller man down. He didn't want to. He loved the 
contact of their bodies, and didn't want to lose it. He dipped his head down to kiss Chris once more, gently. 


Without moving away from the kiss, Chris reached into the shower and turned the faucet on. He knew this 
was probably a bad idea, showering together, but he couldn't help it. He should have told Jack to leave, to get 
out, that he had someone in his life, but he couldn't do that. He loved the way he felt against Jack, in his 
arms, and he loved the way he treated him and looked at him. So when he eased out of the kiss and tugged 
Jack into the shower, he ignored everything that said he should kick him out and just reached for the soap to 
lather his hands. 


Jack sighed as the hot water hit them, it felt wonderful. It was a small shower, so the two of them had to be 
practically against each other all the time, and that felt even better. He wrapped his arms around Chris, pulling 
the smaller man against him. How could it be that this felt so right? 


Chris smiled up at Jack and once his hands were nice and sudsy, he slowly began sliding his hands over Jack's 
skin, washing him carefully. "This might not be a good idea, but.. Can | see you again, after tomorrow?" he 


asked softly, looking up at Jack. He hoped so.. He liked the way he felt with Jack. 


Jack moaned; Chris’ hands on him were threatening to arouse him once again. "| really want to, Chris," he 
whispered, almost daring to hope. He didn't want to give up this sweet man in his arms. "What about our 
boyfriends, though?" Warren would expect him to come back to Australia soon, and he couldn't put that off 


forever. 


Sighing, Chris looked down and thought about it. "I'll deal with Hotei.. He's incapable of loving me, anyway," he 
whispered, his hands sliding over Jack's back. "He had a bad experience with his last serious lover, and when | 
said |.. loved him, he basically shut down | don't think he really wants me. | think he just wanted a warm body." 
Hotei had always seemed like he cared, but in retrospect, certain things contradicted it. 


‘Oh, Chris, you deserve so much more than that," said Jack softly, running his hands all over the smaller 
man's body. "You deserve someone who treats you like you're special, like you're everything to them." Jack 
closed his eyes. He wished he could be that person. "Warren says he loves me. But he's got his own life. | 
always feel.. like a bother. Like I'm annoying him by being there." He sighed, not wanting to unload his troubles 
on Chris. 


"So do you, Jack," said Chris just as softly, sliding his hands lower to cup Jack's ass. "We both do.." He smiled 
wryly and leaned up to kiss Jack. "If it weren't for Hotei and Warren? I'd never want to leave you. | don't 


anyway and I'm still with Hotei." 


Jack kissed Chris more insistently, then pulled back to say, only half joking, "I could kidnap you, we could run 
away together.. Go someplace where no one could find us and just be together..." He wished they could. 


"Oh, god," Chris moaned, kissing Jack hard. "Don't say things like that if you don't mean it... If it wasn't for the 
band, I'd probably let you." He wrapped his arms around Jack's shoulders and nuzzled at his cheek. "If I.. leave 
Hotei, will you leave Warren?" He probably had no business asking, but oh well. 


Jack moaned. Could he leave Warren? To be with Chris? All he knew was that he burned for Chris. Thinking of 
leaving him tonight made him physically ache. "I want you, Chris. Want you to be mine," he admitted softly. "l 
know its soon, but.. you're so beautiful and sexy and." He sighed. "But | doubt Hotei will let you go that easily.” 


Especially if he knew who Chris was leaving him for. 


I'm not sure.. He's been drifting away, so maybe he would.. | don't know for sure," Chris murmured, thinking. "| 
want you, too.. Want to wake up with you every day, not just tomorrow. Want you to be mine.. Warren 


obviously doesn't care much about you if he doesn't keep you close so he can make sure no one touches you..” 


Chris blushed at that and buried his face in Jack's chest. 


Jack smiled at that, flattered. "Warren is something of a free spirit," he said. "I'm not sure if it's in him to be 
monogamous.” Yet, he was the one who had cheated.. "I guess | just don't feel like he wants me that much.. like 
he aches for me. | want someone to ache for me, Chris.." he said, unconsciously echoing some of Chris’ lyrics. 


He knew that it was silly, but he'd always been drawn to intense emotions. Chris made him feel alive. 


"So do |, and not just in a sexual sense," Chris answered honestly. His heart ached for Jack.. His body ached for 
the simple ways Jack touched him, and he wanted that ache to cease. If he was standing in the shower with 
him, he didn't want to know what it would feel like if they were separated, 


"Chris, |." Jack closed his eyes, tried to ignore the lust running through his body. He was feeling so much now, 
much more than he'd ever felt for Warren. "I know it's wrong, and sudden, but | can't explain it. | want to be 


with you. Not just sexually." Something about Chris made Jack want to take care of him. 


"| can't explain it either, but | just want to be with you." Reaching for the washrag, Chris began to rinse Jack 
off. "Maybe we can be together without them finding out? | know we'd eventually have to tell them, but.. It 


could be worse, | guess." 


Jack sighed. He hated lying, but maybe for now that was best.. They could get to know each other better, 
ignore the rest of the world for a while. "Maybe for a while," he agreed. He felt a little bit like a coward, but 
he just wanted to be with Chris without dealing with the rest of the world. Maybe he had an idea.. "| meant 
what | said about kidnapping you, Chris. Could you go away with me for a few days? Go someplace tropical and 
secluded and we could just be together, no one else." 


Chris pondered for a minute, quickly running through all of his obligations. "I could and | will," he said, smiling up 
at Jack. "I'd love that" He grinned and slipped his arms around Jack's shoulders, kissing him tenderly. "Just us.. 


Jack and Chris. | like the sound of that." He nuzzled under Jack's chin and sighed happily. 


"Good. Just the two of us," agreed Jack. They could pretend the rest of the world didn't exist for a while, no 
boyfriends or lovers or anything else. It sounded lovely. This night had been amazing, but hurried and tentative. 


He wanted to do everything with Chris. "Let me take care of you, Chris.” 


Hesitating before answering, Chris lifted his gaze to Jack's and answered, "Let me do the same for you and 


you've got a deal." He smiled hesitantly and kissed him. 


Jack tightened his arms around Chris and took a deep shuddering breath. His life had been turned around 
tonight, by one small, sexy man. And he was happy about it. He said, "How soon can we leave?" He was eager to 


get away. 


"How's tomorrow?" Chris answered immediately. "I can throw some things together, call the band and tell them 
something came up, and take off. You?" God, he wanted to be alone with Jack.. For as long as they could be 
together. He didn't want to leave him. 


Jack thought for a moment. He had nothing that couldn't be changed, or done over the phone. "Tomorrow it is, 
then" He hugged Chris tight. They were really going to do this. "I can make some calls tonight and we can be in 
paradise by tomorrow night. How does that sound?" 


"Sounds wonderful," Chris grinned, hugging Jack tightly. "You're so good to me." Much better than -- 


goddammit, he needed to stop comparing Jack and Hotei. Jack took the cake in every arena, 


Jack thought maybe he had lost his mind, but he didn't care. He was running off with a man he'd known for 
just hours, and he felt freer than he ever had. He laughed, kissing Chris, then noticed the hot water was 
running out. "Maybe we'd better get out," he grinned. 


Chris laughed and nodded, reaching back to turn the water off before stepping out of the shower and grabbing 
a towel. He handed it to Jack before toweling off with his own. He blushed at Jack and once he was dry, he 
tossed the towel into the hamper and dashed out into the bedroom, jumping happily onto the bed. 


Jack followed more slowly, resisting the urge to wrap the towel around his waist. Chris had already seen him 


naked, after all. He sat on the bed next to Chris and said, "You're amazing." 


Purring, Chris curled up in Jack's lap once more, snuggling up. "So are you. You're so lovely," he murmured, 
smiling contentedly. He didn't know why he felt so utterly content with Jack so far. But he didn't think about it. 


It made it easier. 


Jack wrapped his arms around Chris, snuggling him against his larger body, sighing. How this felt so right when 
he knew it was wrong, he didn't know. All he knew was that Chris made him feel good, wanted, alive. He wasn't 
giving that up. He stroked the man's hair, and said, "Whatever happens, sweet Chris, know that you're wanted. 
Very much.” 


Chris blushed deeply, burying his face in Jack's neck, and whispered, "You're wanted.. You have no idea how 
much.’ He smiled and kissed Jack's pulse point, feeling perfectly safe and warm in his arms. Then he yawned. 


Hugely. 


"You need to sleep," Jack said, holding Chris close. "We'll have a long day ahead of us tomorrow." He reached for 
his jacket to get his phone, trying not to dislodge Chris. "Do you have a passport?" he asked, wondering where 
they should go. 


"Mm," Chris mumbled noncommittally, resting his head on Jack's shoulder. "You need to sleep, too.. And yes, | 
have a passport. Need to get it out of my lockbox." He thought for a minute, as clearly as he could, and said, 
"How's the Bahamas sound?" 


"Sounds perfect," Jack purred, and he hit the speed dial for his assistant. He left a message, detailing what he 
wanted; two first class plane tickets to the Bahamas, a limo, and a suite in the best hotel she could find. He 
told her to leave a message with the details, then turned off the ringer on his phone. "All set," he murmured. 
He couldn't wait. 


"Mkay.. Can we go to sleep now?" Chris snuggled a little closer, nuzzling at Jack's neck. "We both need to sleep." 
God, he was so tired.. 


Jack nodded happily. "As long as you'll be here when | wake," Jack whispered. "I hope you're not a dream.’ 


"| could say the same about you," Chris whispered, slipping off Jack's lap to curl up under the covers. "C'mere, 


please?" 


Jack snuggled close and tucked the covers around them both. "Thank you for a wonderful evening, Chris. | 


really mean that. You're beautiful, and I'll never stop telling you that" 


Chris blushed and buried his face in Jack's neck as they curled up together. "You're beautiful and you're the 
one who started all this.. If | hadn't caught you looking, we probably wouldn't be here." He smiled, though, and 


snuggled as close as he could, closing his eyes. 


"How could | not look?" grinned Jack, remembering how he'd wanted to lick Chris’ belly. "Sleep, baby, and we'll be 
off together tomorrow." Jack thought that he was going to have a real problem giving up the smaller man 


after this. He never wanted to. 


"| dunno.. But okay. You sleep, too," Chris mumbled, resting his head under Jack's chin. He never wanted to leave 


Jack's arms. No. Fucking. Way. 


Jack was tired too, but he just held Chris, watching him, until the smaller man went to sleep. He waited for the 
guilt, but it didn't come. Finally he drifted off to sleep. 


